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Deceived by the seeming nearness of Montreuil to Ambleteuse, my
wife and I accepted an invitation to lunch with Steer's party and set off at
a godlessly early hour on a railway line that ambled, with frequent pauses
for introspection, along the convolutions of coast. As hours went by the
memory of roll and coffee turned prehistoric, and it was ravenously that
we sought our friends when the customary hour for solid food had already
passed. We found them, alas, somnolent, after a night of dancing, and
even the excellent 'Marie* seemed to have revelled and lost count of time.
An aperitif was produced: lazy discussion of the night's events fought
with yawns; figures of Harrington Mann and others loomed in the hun-
ger-haze, and it was after two when we were summoned to. recall the
nearly forgotten practice of eating. Then we took our places for the inter-
minable saunter back.
When the Montreufl party broke up Steer made a dash for Paris, his
first visit since student days, and his last. He captured some excellent
watercolour views of Notre Dame fiom the river-side, and a letter from
Francis James speaks of a 'stunning* watercolour of St. Cloud. He saw,
on this visit, the memorial exhibition of Cezanne's work, five years before
the enormous 'Post-Impressionist* fuss in London over a painter who, as
one of the Impressionist* group, had a true gift of colour, but by defect of
eyesight progressively lost a never secure sense of form. Steer told me the
picture that struck turn was the early still-life of a bkck clock, shell, and
other objects. It is an exquisite piece; was shewn at the 1933 French
Exhibition in London at Burlington House, but disdained there by the
hierophants of toppling jugs, botched and bashed apples, bodiless clothes,
muddled perspectives .and the rest, thought to illustrate the cubical nature
of the sphere, the geometry of colour and other brave profundities. The
excitement had behind it a dealer's ramp: collectors were foreign, rarely
French, and the liquidation of the Swedish Consul's Parisian collection
would have brought, but for the War, peace to the fever of the shops in
Paris and London. At the height of it Steer and Tonks determined to by-
pass the perpetual yapping of the patriarch's name by calling him 'Mr.
Hams*.
Pwtsurick
Of the Painswick outing in War year 1915 Steer's brother-artist, G* M.
Gere, has furnished the following memories:
9.943
One meaning in the early summer of 1915 there was a knock at my door ;md Wilson
Steer appeared. He had found his coast resorts impossible under War conditions, and
had come down to ask if I could recommend rooms at Painswiek for the summer